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S  “Oh-h-h!”” hear all the girls saying. 

But spiders are not bad. In fact, they are very 
interesting. 

““‘We don’t want to hear about spiders, Peter Pan.” 

Well, I believe you do. If you really feel that 
you don’t want to hear about them, you haven’t begun 
to find out the splendid things about them. 

“But don’t they bite >” 

Of course, they do, if you molest them. But if you don’t bother 
them, they are as harmless as anything else. In this respect, I think 
they are no different from you and me. If any one interferes with our 
rights, we are quite apt to feel like fighting back, in some way. 

“But we are not supposed to fight back, Peter Pan. We are 
expected to show better judgment, aren’t we?” 

Of course, we are, Joe; for I know it was you who spoke. I 
merely want you to realize that, in this way, the spider is not very 
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different from us. He is much smaller than we are, and needs the 
power to bite as a weapon of defense. 

Now I hear Harold say, 

““Yes, and the spider probably i is smart enough to understand that 
we may not use any more reason in our treatment of him than we do in 
our dealings with each other. He knows that when he bites us, we will 
stop and think.” 

A good idea, Harold. After a while, when we have learned to 
think before we molest him, he will find it out. He will then know that 
he is perfectly safe around us, and he will not think of biting us. 

But we can learn more than this from the spider. Did you ever 
hear of King Robert Bruce, of Scotland, and the lesson he learned 
from the spider? Well, it is very interesting, and | will tell it, even if 
you have heard it before. 

One day King Robert was very much discouraged. He had 
tried and tried to make his people glad, ana had seemingly failed. He 
was so discouraged that he threw himself down on his bed, wondering 
what he would do. Just then a spider dropped down, right in front of 
him. If he had been like Miss Muffet and had been frightened away, 
he probably would be “‘in the dumps" yet. But he just raised up on 
his elbow, and watched. 

There hung the spider on his tiny thread, right in front of the 
king. Not a move did the spider make, for a moment; then he began to 
climb. He had not gone far, when he slipped and fell. You know, a 
spider’s single thread is rather small to climb on. He tried again, only 
to fall once more. Each time he fell, he went nearer the floor, and 
so, of course, was farther from his home, up on the ceiling. 

The legend says that this spider tried nine times, and finally, by 
making a desperate effort, and a little run for the last foot or two, he 
reached home. 

This was a lesson to the king. Tt "encouraged ‘a to make one 
more effort. He did this with all his might, and the story says that he 
succeeded, making all his kingdom very happy. This made him happy, 
too. 

Now, you can see what a lot of good a little spider did, just by 
continuing to try. 

There are lots of times in life when we do not know what to do. 
Sometimes we feel that we have tried with all the strength there is in 
us, to do what we feel should be done. And we sometimes get tired 
and discouraged, and think we can’t do another thing. We feel just 
as King Robert felt—like giving up. 

You can’t imagine a king’s really giving up, can you? No; a 
real king never gives up, and sooner or later he wins. ‘That is, of 
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course, if he is doing the right thing. A king who is a real king, is 
always sure that he is doing the right thing before he goes ahead. 

Do you know that you are really a king? Oh! I know that some 
of you are real queens, but the meaning is the same. There is some- 
thing good and powerful about real kings, and they are never defeated. 

You are a real king because you are the son of the greatest royal 
kingdom in the whole universe, and you are a ruler over a section of 
that great kingdom. ‘That section is peopled by thoughts, feelings, and 
actions, and you are to be the good king who rules justly and wisely 
over these wonderful people of yours. 

The purpose is to keep them all in harmony. If we do not suc- 
ceed all at once, we have to keep everlastingly at it. Success always 
comes, if we keep on. We never fail, unless we quit. 

Let us take for our motto what the king said when he saw the 
spider reach his home: 


Bravo! Bravo! the king cried out, 
All honor to those who try. 

The spider up there, defied despair; 
He conquered, and why shouldn’t I? 


I'M GLAD THE STARS ARE OVER ME 


I’m glad the stars are over me 
And not beneath my feet, 
Where I should trample on them, 
Like cobbles in the street. 
I think it is a happy thing 
That they were set so far: 
It’s best to have to look up high, 
When you would see a star! 
—Annette Wynne. 


LULLABY 


Good night, my child. Your mother’s here 
To tuck you tightly in, my dear; 
Your pillow’s soft, your quilt is rosy, 
Your cradle bed is warm and cosy. 
The night is deep, the winds are still, 
A star is on the window sill; 
A little star to give you light— 
Good night, my child, good night! 
—Anne Madison 
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)Y DEAR Children: Is not this earth home of ours a 
beautiful, wonderful place to live in? And is not the 
great Creator, the All in all, a kind and loving Father ? 
In the beginning he made all that was made, and said: 
“Tt is very good.” 

It is his good pleasure to give to us all these beautiful 
things that he has made, that we may use them while 
yIG| we are in his beautiful world. He gives them to you 

and to me; to the little brown brothers and sisters; to 
the little yellow brothers and sisters, and to all the people in the big, 
wide world. One person means just as much to God as another. We 
love to think about this, for then we understand the beautiful truth that 
we are all God’s children, and that he is the one great Father of all. 

A great many men, like Kant, Laplace, and others, spent much 
time and money studying about the earth, the way in which it is made, 
and all about it. Then, after years and years of careful study, these 
men wrote books about what they learned from the earth, as it told its 
own story to them. 

They tell us that the earth is made up of many layers of rock and 
soil. Each layer has a story to tell. E,ach layer tells us all about the 
rocks, plants, animals, and the people who lived on the earth, at the 
time that particular layer was being made. 

When we speak of all that God has made, as one big whole, we 
have one word that we use. That word is: Nature. 

Nature is made up of the earth itself, and all that lives upon the 


We should not think of ourselves as being something apart, but 
rather as being one with the great Life that fills all, and which the rocks, 
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plants, animals, and all living things share. Each is a phase of that life 
of which we are expressions. 

We love the different forms of life—the flowers, the birds, and all 
that the kind Father has sent here for our enjoyment. Let us always 
look at them with the love which sees in them a life like our own. 

There is but one life. This one life sleeps in the rocks, dreams in 
the plants, moves in the animals, and wakes in people. Life sleeps in 
the rocks. Life is what we want to think about and talk about. The 
greatest Teacher in the world came to tell us about life. He said that 
he came that we might have more and more of it. 

Most of us do not realize what rocks and soil mean to the world. 
The plants change the soil and rocks into leaves, stems, flowers, and 
fruit. Has not the plant a wonderful power, to be able to do this 
marvelous work ! 

God, the All-Good, is making this wonderful change take place 
all the time, in order that the animals may have food. Hereafter, we 
shall think of the plant as being a great power house where rocks and 
soil are being changed into food for the animals. 

The plant reaches down to the rocks and the soil, and they share 
their life with the plant, becoming a part of it. Then the plant has 
abundant life, and gives it out as food to the animal. And so we see 
that God has made all things, and, with him, we see them very good. 


Ah, you are so great, and I am so small, 

I tremble to think of you, world, at all; 

And yet when I said my prayers today, 

A whisper inside me seemed to say, 
““You are more than the earth, though you are such a dot, 
“You can love and think and the earth cannot!” 


RAIN 
Patter, patter on the pane, 
Little slippers of the rain; 
Dance until the morning fair 
Ties a rainbow in your hair. 


Silver buckles, flashing bows, 
Pirouetting on your toes, 
Raindrops with your slippers on, 
Dance until the break of dawn! 
—Maria Conde. 
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BUSY SUNBEAMS 
CousIN FRANCES 


Dear Wee Girlies—I am going to make you a visit, and while 
I’m visiting, I’m going to teach you to make some pretty things for 
your baby doll family, and for yourself, and maybe for Mother, also. 

There are lots of little boys and girls who call me Cousin Frances, 
and I’m going to be your Cousin Frances, too, because, you know, 
love makes us all kin, and I and all the Wees long ago learned to love 
everybody. So look up 
your needles and thread, [Y 
your thimbles and scissors 
and tapelines, and we'll 
start. 

The first thing we are 
going to make, is a robe to 
tuck Mary Jane in her car- 
riage when you take her 
out for an airing. Have 
you a Mary Jane? No? 
Well, maybe she’s Mary 
Ann or Mary Elizabeth, or 
perhaps she’s just Dolly 
Dear. I know she will be 
happy to have a nice, new 
carriage robe which her 
own little mother made 
with her own hands. And 
Dolly Dear’s grandmere, I 
know, will find just what 
we need to work with. 
Maybe she can find these 
materials in her scrapbag; 
if not, she will get them, 
the next time she goes 
down to the big store. Now write these things down on a piece of pa- 
per, so Grandmere will know just what we need: 

One half yard of nice, white muslin, soft and lightweight; one 
fourth yard each of pink and green gingham, fine quality; one skein 
of deeper pink embroidery floss and one skein of deeper green floss, 
the kind with six threads to a strand, and some embroidery needles. 
Maybe your dear daddy can bring us a piece of carbon paper like his 
stenographer uses when she writes letters for him. 


WEE WISDOM 


Now we are all ready to begin: First, cut your muslin to fit: 
Dolly Dear’s carriage, large enough to tuck in, or to fall a little over 
the sides, and be sure to allow about an inch extra on each end, and 
on each side, for the hems. 

I wonder if you all remember how to lay a hem: First, turn 
down a tiny edge all around. Get your tapeline and see if you can 
find one eighth of an inch, and turn down just that much. Then turn 
a hem an inch wide on each 
side. Cut out a piece of the 
€+---------- side hems at each corner, like 
the dark places on picture 
no |. These cut out places 
are about an inch and a half 
long, and less than an inch 
wide. Now turn end hems, 
also an inch wide, and baste 
the hem all around close to 
the edge. See how nice the 
comers are! Get one of 
your handkerchiefs and ex- 
amine the corners, and you 
will find they are made the 

same way. You'll see, too, 
@) that the corners of your 
handkerchiefs are not left 
' open like they are now on 
your work; so get your 

needle and thread, and whip each of these corners together. 

This is a good time to press your work, so get your little iron hot, 
and press your work well on the wrong side. 

Open your skein of embroidery floss, and cut it in two. Take 
one strand—if you'll count them, you'll see that there are six threads 
in this strand—and thread your embroidery needle, making a nice 
knot at one end. Starting where you see the atrow on picture no. 2, 
hide your knot under the hem, as all neat needle workers do; stick your 
needle through to the right side, and about half an inch away, take up 
a tiny stitch through the hem. Then take up another little stitch, about 
half an inch away. This makes a tiny stitch on the wrong side, and a 
long one on the right side where we like to see the pretty color. This 
is called a running stitch, because you can do it as fast and as easily 
as you can run. You need not measure that half inch after the first 
stitch, because it is prettier if they are not all exactly the same distance 
apart. 
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Finish to the end, working along the basted line, and fasten your 
floss underneath, just as you hid your knot at the beginning. Work 
around each side in the same way. This is almost like a basting stitch, 
isn’t it, but doesn’t it make the robe look pretty! A\nd isn’t it easy, 
when you know how? Just clap your hands because you’ve made it 
look so nice. 

In our next lesson, I am going to show you how to put some 
pretty pink roses and green leaves, cut out of the gingham, right in the 
center of Dolly Dear’s carriage robe. Don’t you let her persuade you 
to use this robe before the next lesson, because we want it all nice and 
fresh to work on. Tell her she must be patient like you are when you 
prick your fingers, or when the thread knots. I know she will be. 

While you are waiting for the next lesson, suppose you make a 
pair or two of pillow cases to fit the carriage pillow. Use the muslin 
that it left; sew the pillow cases up, and after basting the hems, make 
this stitch which you have learned, all around the hems. 

If you still have some spare moments, why not get some more mus- 
lin, and fit a piece to your bureau, or Mother Dear’s bureau, and finish 
it all around like the carriage robe? Then we'll put the same pretty 
roses and leaves onto each end—you wait, and see how beautiful they 


will be! 


AN APPLE BLOSSOI-1 


High on the apple tree was a lovely, pink apple blossom, as 
happy as happy could be. But one rainy, windy morning the five 
beautiful pinky white petals fell off and blew away. 

“Dear me!” said the poor little flower, “this is the end of me.” 

But it wasn’t the end. Soon there was a hard, little green bunch 
with seeds in it, just below where the pretty petals had been. And it 
ar and grew, till, in October, it was a great, red apple hanging on 

e tree. 
_ “An apple is better than a flower,” said the apple to herself, as 
she jumped down for Mary to pick her up. 


YOUTH 
CiaRA R. BETE 
What is so rare as a day in Youth? 
Then, if ever, come perfect days; 
_ And if we learn the lessons of Truth 
Youth with its blessings forever stays. 
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THINKING 


HE BEST thing in life is that we can learn by thinking. 
An interesting thing in life is that we are always 
thinking. When we play a game, we think about how 
we are to play it. When we travel, we think about the 
scenery, how fast we are going, and many other things 
that are parts of our traveling. 

Our thoughts are our strongest friends, if we know 
how to use them. Sometimes they run about, and skip 
here and there, ever so much like autumn leaves in the 

wind. They are not so very helpful then, because we do not keep them 

on one thing long enough to learn about it. 

We can think on any one subject as long as we please. Holding 
the thoughts to one subject, and not letting in a thought on another sub- 
ject, is called concentration. 4 

en we concentrate on any subject, that subject will tell us 
about itself. Arithmetic will tell us how to use figures. Grammar will 
tell us how to arrange our sentences. Anything will tell us about itself. 

If we try concentration, we shall see how wonderful it is. It is like 

walking along the paths of fairyland, straight to a magical palace 

adorned by blazing jewels. 

We have time for thinking about the things which we should give 
our attention. When we are studying the geography of South Amer- 
ica on a warm September day, we may feel that we should very much 
rather study geography at home, by going down to the little creek. 

en, if we are not watchful, our thoughts slip away from what 

the book is trying to tell us. They fly so easily and so quickly from the 
book to the out-of-doors, that suddenly they are down by the creek, 
among the white shells, and listening to the tinkle of baby waterfalls. 
’ But the book is trying to tell us something which we should know 
about South America. If we divide our thoughts between the book 
and the creek, we do not really learn much of value about either of 
them. The thing. for us to do is to concentrate on the lesson in the 


book; then the lesson will tell us about itself. The little creek will be 
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there, sii school is over for the ‘at: We can go to it then, and the 
white shells and the baby waterfalls will tell us about themselves. In 
this way, we learn two geography lessons. One, about South Amer- 
ica, where there are little creeks, too, and one about our own little 
creek. Two lessons well learned are quite worth while. One lesson 
poorly learned is of little value. 

Concentration makes our thoughts powerful. They can do more 
ina few moments of concentration than they can do in hours, when let 
drift here and there, without stopping long enough to learn about any 
one thing. 

We can make our thinking to be of great usefulness to us by say- 
ing: 

I think clearly on whatever I wish to learn. 
If we have schoolmates or friends who do not find it easy to hold 
their thoughts to a subject, we can say for them: 

You think clearly on whatever you wish to learn. 


THE STAR’S QUEST 
By ALFRED HouGHTON (7 years) 
Retold by his mother. 

The evening was crisp and cold. Overhead the stars glistened in 
the dark velvet of the sky. Alfred and Billy, well bundled up, were 
walking with their aunt, watching and admiring the wonderful heaven 
above them. 

“Look!” called their aunt, and as she pointed, they saw a great, 
beautiful star fall out of the sky. 

“Where did it go, Aunt Eva>” queried Alfred. 

“Oh! ’way off somewhere,” answered his aunt, and on through 
the darkness they hurried, each busy with his thoughts. 

Around the bright, warm fire that evening, Alfred cuddled to his 
mother, and told this story: 

Once, there was a big, lovely star. It lived in its home in the 
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heavens. One night it fell from the sky and could not get back again. 
It tried and tried, but it was no use. 

In the field where the star fell, there was a little lamb. 

“Please little lamb, help me get back to my home in the high 
heavens,” said the little star. 

The little lamb could not help him, but she said kindly, 

“Go to Mrs. Cow. She is tall and has horns that toss. Maybe 
she can help you.” 

The little star went to Mrs. Cow. 

“Please Mrs. Cow, help me get back to my home in the high 
heavens,” said the star. 

But Mrs. Cow wasn’t big enough. 

“Go to Mr. Rooster. He can fly. Maybe he can help you,” 
said the cow. 

The little star went on. Soon she came to Mr. Rooster. 

“Please Mr. Rooster, help me get to my home in the high 
heavens,” again said the little star. 

“T can’t fly high enough,”’ said the little rooster, “but I have a 
friend who can, I think. We will go see him.” 

The lovely star and the rooster went over to the mountain where 
the eagle lived. ‘‘Please, dear eagle,” called the little star, “will you 
take me back to my home in the high heavens?” 

The eagle smiled on the little star. 

““Get on my back,” he said. The little star got on his back, and 
the big bird spread his wings and flew up, up, up to heaven where the 
little star lived. 

“A lovely story, dear. Can you tell me why the star succeeded 
in getting home?” asked his mother. “‘Let’s guess.” 

“Because,” said Billy, the big brother, “the star was courageous.” 

“*Because the animals were kind,” said Alfred. 

““Yes,”” agreed their mother, smiling on them both, “but there i is 
another reason—a very wonderful one that you have not guessed.” 

““You tell us, Mother,” urged the children. 

“Because she had faith,” said the mother. ‘And any little star, 
or boy, or girl, with courage, kindness, and faith, can overcome any- 
thing, and get back some day to the home in heaven.” 


THE SUNSET 
Maryjoric. M. Kent (12 years) 


A sunset is considered by many, one of the grandest sights we 
have. It seems to me that one must be lacking in artistic taste, not to 
see beauty in a magnificent sunset. 
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There are many different kinds of sunsets. But all are equal in 
beauty. Some are golden, while others seem to be pink, peeping 
through blue. Still others are silver, and many are of a deep, rosy hue. 

How beautiful the view, as, sailing down the harbor, we see the 
sun setting, the glorious tints, streaked with gold, shimmering and spark- 
ling on the water! 

Again, a beautiful sunset appears in the west, in the winter time, 
when the ground is white with snow. The sun’s rays, falling over the 
fields of shining whiteness, make them look like fairyland. 

Of all the beautiful pictures with which Mother Nature favors 
us, I think a splendid sunset far the best. 


THE LITTLE GIRL WHO LOVED FLOWERS 
AuDREY (10 years) 


Once upon a time, there was a little girl named Bessie, who loved 
flowers. One day, Bessie planted some flower seeds, but the chickens 
found the seeds and ate them all. The next morning, Bessie planted 
more flower seeds, and placed branches of trees over them. When the 
plants came up, the chickens found them, and ate all the leaves off. 

Bessie was so sad that day that her mother asked her what 
troubled her. She told her mother about the chickens eating her flower 
seeds and plants. 

““Ask God to help you, tonight, before you go to bed,” said her 
mother. 

So that night Bessie asked God to help her with her flowers, and 
after that she raised many beautiful flowers. 


VANITY VERSUS KNOWLEDGE 
Iona G. BropBEcK (15 years) 

“Oh! dear! I don’t see what you see so interesting in that old his- 
tory. You've been sitting there for more than an hour. Come, now, 
put on that pretty new dress of yours, and we'll go out and show our- 
selves off. See! I’m ‘all dressed up with no place to go,’ and I do want 
to show myself off to the Dodson sisters, and make them jealous.” 

Grace Milders calmly smiled at her sister, while she listened to 
this stream of remonstrances. Grace was three years younger than her 
sister Marjorie, who was fifteen. But Grace was much more industri- 
ous than Marjorie, who was very vain. It is true, Marjorie was prettier 
than Grace; both were much different in appearance and disposition. 

“Tt is too warm to dress up, Marjorie. Sitting here in my apron, 
in the shade, and reading, is very enjoyable.” 
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“Studying history enjoyable, indeed! I certainly don’t like your 
taste.” 

_ “T am reading about the Revolutionary War. It is quite interest- 
ing and instructive. I feel so sorry for those brave soldiers who suffered 
so for our sakes.” 

“You children are so entirely different that it reminds me of a 
story,” remarked their grandfather, who was seated near them, and had 
overheard their conversation. 

“Well, do tell it, then, Grandfather.” 

Both were eager for the story. 

“‘When I was a little boy, as you know, I lived in the country. 
At the end of our garden, which was quite near the roadside, there 
grew a beautiful rose; on the other side of the fence, in a meadow that 
was quite filled with weeds, a large sunflower towered. It was very 
much taller than the rose, and could always look over the fence, and 
down upon it. It admired the rose very much, for it was very fragrant, 
and the sunflower thought it seemed dainty alongside of her; she was 
so clumsy. These thoughts were verified by the passersby who always 
admired the rose, stopping to smell and enjoy its fragrance. But the 
sunflower was always ignored. One would think that the sunflower 
would become very jealous, but it did not. Day after day it admired 
the rose. But the more admiration the rose received, the prouder she 
became. She held her head higher and higher, until one day she 
noticed the sunflower. 

“* “How dare you stare at me in that gawky fashion? But I don’t 
blame you; you are so homely. But you can’t have any of my beauty.’ 

“‘This made the poor sunflower feel very sad. Such a beautiful 
creature with such a disposition! Indeed, it began feeling very miser- 
able and wretched. 

“Soon there came tripping down the road two small girls. 

“**Oh!’ cried one, “Just look at the beautiful sunflower.’ 

“The sunflower lifted up her downcast head. Could she believe 
her ears. Her countenance brightened, and she tried to look as pretty 
as she could. 

“**Oh! but look at that rose,’ the other said. ‘Just smell it.’ 

““*Yes, I know it is pretty, but of what use is it? I can just tell 
by the manner in which it holds itself that it is proud and vain. But the 
sunflower is as humble as it can be. I think it is much prettier than the 
rose, for it is the reflection of God’s beautiful sun. Its color is yellow, 
and does not yellow stand for wisdom? Yes, I am sure it is very wise. 
While the rose is drinking in the praises which people give her, the sun- 
flower is drinking in knowledge. Besides, she is very useful. When 
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she dries up, the birds feed on her seeds, and she serves in other ways, 
too.’ 
“Then the little girls moved on, leaving the sunflower very happy. 
She was of some use, and had some beauty after all.” 
The children listened gravely to their grandfather’s story. 
““Ah! Grandfather, that taught me a lesson,” burst out Marjorie, 
“T am the rose, while Grace is the sunflower. I do not think I shall be 


proud nor vain again.” 


DETERMINATION 
DorotHy E. BLount (12 years) 
Elizabeth Anne was a beautiful child of eleven years of age. She 


did not have to work, and, therefore, spent most of her time in play. 
She was a child with extraordinary powers, but of them, few had been 
developed. She was a good student, and unusually bright for her age. 
Her mother and father were busy people, and had little time to instruct 
their daughter in the many things which cannot be learned from books. 

It was Thursday evening, and Elizabeth Anne’s lessons had been 
finished. She was sitting on the porch, wondering what she might do 
to amuse herself, when she saw Harriet Scott, a new neighbor, coming 
up the street. Harriet was not as rich as Elizabeth Anne, as far as 
money was concerned, but she seemed happier, now, than Elizabeth 
Anne had ever been, even with all her luxury. 

Harriet stopped at her friend’s house, and began to talk rapidly. 

“Oh! look, Elizabeth Anne! Here is a copy of the latest number 
of the Wee Wisdom, and I have a story in it, written by my very own 
self! Do you want to read it?” 

Elizabeth Anne, looking into Harriet’s happy face, wondered 
why she looked so radiant. She read the story, and easily could see 
that it was an excellent one. After praising it, she asked, by way of 
conversation, 

““What have you been doing with yourself, since I last saw you?” 

“Oh! I have been working on some presents for about six people. 
One of the children will have a birthday soon, and I didn’t want to 
have to give her anything such as a box of handkerchiefs, so I thought 
of making her a dress. It is nearly finished now. Yes, and I’ve been 
taking care of the children while Mother goes to town. One of the 
girls told me that the Camp Fire Girls do all sorts of useful and inter- 
esting things, and as I knew I didn’t have time enough to belong to the 
Camp Fire, I decided to work out some of the things at home. That 


accounts for my trying to do many little things that I otherwise wouldn’t 
have thought of.” 
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Long after Harriet bade Elizabeth Anne good-by, Elizabeth 
Anne sat on the porch, wondering why Harriet was so radiant. She 
finally decided: 

“It’s because she had success, and because she is always happy.” 

Before Elizabeth Anne went to bed that night, she had fully de- 
termined that she would help others, and learn more about things she 
did not know of. Elizabeth Anne gave up on some things for a time, 
but she always won out in the end; and now Elizabeth Anne is a happy 
girl. She has learned her lesson, and is a blessing to those about her. 


She takes Wee Wisdom, which adds much to her happiness. 


A TRUE STORY 
HarrRIET PAULINE Warp (8 years) 


This spring, a big windstorm blew two baby sparrows into our 
back yard. A cat ate one. My mama took the other one into the 
house at night; it stayed with the little chicks by day, and the papa bird 
came every day to feed it. My mama fed it bread and milk, with a 
spoon. It learned to love us, and would not go away with its papa bird. 


It would come each night to be fed and put to bed. 


THE LITTLE PANSY 

BERTHA VICTORIA Woop 
There was a little pansy bud, 

Which grew and grew and grew. 


One day it spread its petals sweet, 
And they were kissed by dew. 


The little pansy stood up straight, 
And heard the people say: 
“TIsn’t that little pansy sweet, 
As it grows day by day?” 


God made the sunshine bright, 
God made the pansy, too, 

God made the rain and everything, 
And you, and you, and you. 


Little drops of water, little grains of sand, 
Make the mighty ocean and the pleasant land. 
So the little minutes, humble though they be, 
Make the mighty ages of eternity. 
—Julia A. Fletcher Carney. 


Butterflies bordered, bespangled, embroidered, 
Butterflies luring my fancy to flight, 
Butterflies dreamy and snowy and creamy, 


Butterflies chubby and butterflies slight. 


Butterflies mottled and speckled and spotted, 
Butterflies somber and butterflies gay, 
Children of softness, of day gleam and shim- 
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Winging and winking the summer away. 
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Butterflies fairy and merry and cheery, “é 
Butterflies beautiful, butterflies bright, 
What shall I call you, how can I compare you, 


Praise you and trace you and place you 
aright? 


Butterflies little and butterflies larger, 


Butterflies yellow and butterflies blue, 
Blossoms set free on the warm waves of south 
wind, 


Out of the soul of the sunshine you grew! 
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Butterflies pausing and poising and posing, 
Butterflies brilliant and butterflies pale, 


In this glad world of mine, where are you going, 


Shining like ships on an ocean asail? 


Butterflies swinging and swimming and sway- 
ing, 
Butterflies lavendar, butterflies green, 
Are you the heart of me, laughing and loving, 
Sprinkling the air with the splash of your 
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Buttterflies bowing and bending and backing, 
Butterflies bright as the rainbow in May, 
Are you the. thoughts of me, dreaming out 

yonder, 
All the sweet thoughts that my tongue can- 
not say? 


Butterflies fairy and merry and cheery, 
Butterflies beautiful, butterflies. bright, 
What shall I call you, how can | compare you, 
Trace you and think you and place you 
aright? 
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WEE WISDOM 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—tThe three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 

Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at one 
time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail you 
a cap. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so 
many Boosters that we cannot write for you. 


Dear Wees—I have just read your magazine, and thought I would write 
to you. I had blood poison in my knee, and asked God to help me, and he did. 
When I am sick, I say your verse, asking God to help me. I love Wee Wisdom 
very much. ‘I am sending a little verse that I have on a picture in my room.. I 
like it and I think you will, too. 

May peace guard your life, and ever 

From the time of your early youth 

May the words that you daily utter, 

Be the words of the beautiful truth. 
—Virginia Marie Alexander, 322 Stockdale st., Flint, Mich. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy reading Wee Wisdom. I read where a 
little girl wrote and asked to have her cat treated, and her cat got well. I want 
you to pray for my daddy. He was operated on.—Dorys L. Struble, 5435 
Sixty-sixth street, S. E., Portland, Ore. 


Dear Little Wees—I am a subscriber of your paper. We all enjoy the 
stories, especially the Sunday school lessons. One can get many good thoughts 
for teaching a class. My sister uses it for her Sunday school class. My aunt in 
Ohio subscribed for Wee Wisdom for me, as a Christmas present.—Annie L. 
Lindsey, McCurtain, Okla. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—Wee Wisdom comes to my twin sister and me every 
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month. We have our Sunday school at the Unity study club, and we enjoy it 
very much. When my sister and I were ill with chickenpox, Mother asked the 
healing word, and we were not ill after that. A motor truck knocked my brother 
down, and one of the wheels passed over his ankle. He was healed by the word 
of Truth. Then my little sister ran into a barbed wire and cut her eye. The 
next morning she was almost healed. I talk to my playmates and explain about 
the love of God which is all around us.—Marian Amy Peterson, box 1007, 
Casper, Wyo. 
Dear W ees—This is my first letter to you. I like the Magic Pillows and 
enjoy the letters. I am sending you a poem which I think you will like. 
A CHILD’s THOUGHT OF Gop 

They say that God lives very high, 

But if you look above the pines, 

You cannot see our God, and why? 

God is so good, he wears a fold 

Of heaven and earth across his face— 


Like secrets kept, for love, untold. 
—Helen Alexander, 322 Stockdale st., Flint, Mich. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—My little brother and I certainly enjoy Wee Wisdom. 
We like every part of it. I am sending you a story called ““God Watches Over 
All.”’ I would like to have it printed in Wee Wisdom, because I think the Wees 
would enjoy it. Please help me to ask God to help me with the tones on my 
violin.—Maurine Crowther, Orisi, Calif. 

Dear Secretary—lI had such a nice time at the picnic, that I do want to be a 
Booster.—Claudia La Bruyere, 908 Tracy st., Kansas City, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken Wee Wisdom for six months, and I 
enjoy it very much. I like “‘Peter Pan’’ and the Puzzle Page and Blanche’s 
Corner best.—Paul Kelly, 48 Storey st., Santa Cruz, Calif. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am a subscriber of Wee Wisdom. My two aunts 
take Unity Magazine; they like it very much. I would like to hear from some 
of the Wees. I could not tell which of the stories I like best. I like them all.— 
Catherine C. Perkins, 448 Trowbridge st., Allegan, Mich. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy reading Wee Wisdom. My mamma has 
been taking the Weekly Unity for many years. I enjoy reading the verses, 
stories, and about Jesus. I read the stories to my sister and brother, and they 
enjoy hearing them. [I tell other children about the stories, and I lend them my 
books. I am saving all of the Wee Wisdoms I can get.—Katie Ormsby, RFD 
route 9, box 638, Dallas Texas. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have had only two of your magazines, but best of 
all I like the Puzzle Page and “Peter Pan.”—Jimmie Burns Graham, 826 
Fedora st., Los Angeles, Calif. 


My dear Wees—lI like Wee Wisdom. I go to Sunday school.—Lorien 
Mills, 36 Daniel st., Waycross, Ga. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am a girl twelve years old, and you have come to 
me for almost three-years. I love you very much. This morning, I wasn’t eel- 
ing well, and I just read Wee Wisdom, and now I feel much better. Pray for 
my sister who is in Arizona, and who had to leave us on account of sickness. I 
wish to do all I can for other people, to make them happy.—Grace Vandivier, 
RFD route 3, box 89, Franklin, Ind. 


¥ 
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Dear Wees—I read Wee Wisdom from cover to cover, and like it very 
well.—Evelyn A. Ingels, 4502 Brookdale ave., Oakland, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very well. I try very hard to follow your 
rules.—Fay Blakeley, box 322, Westwood, Calif. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been reading Wee Wisdom for six months. 
I enjoy reading it so much. I love to know what other Wee Wisdoms are doing. 
—Gertrude Waters, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My cousin is sending in a subscription for me, for I 
want Wee Wisdom to visit me every month.—Clifton Carlson, 1923 S. 49th 
Court, Cicero, 

Dear Secretary—We are subscribers of Wee Wisdom, and enjoy every 
a. of it—Franklin McEwen, Hollywood ave., Horseneck Road, Caldwell, 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been taking Wee Wisdom for only two 
months, but think it is a wonderful little book. I enjoy the stories very much, and 
- look forward to receiving each number.—Janet Beker, 18 San Carlos apts. Cin- 
cinnati, Ohio. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter, though you have visited me six 
times. I enjoy you very much, and I like all your stories. I was very sorry when 
“The Promise Girl” ended. I am sending a story, and would like very much to 
see it in print.—Elizabeth Beumler, 1214 Thirteenth st., Douglas, Ariz. 


Dear Boosters—I have decided to join your club and obey your rules and 
get a pin with the three monkeys on it. I want to be good. My father and 
mother told me what the Booster pin means, and I think it is nice to have one. 
My father has joined the Unity Good Words Club and has a pin, too.—Ger- 
aldine Morton, South Jacksorville, Fla. 


Dear Wee Wisdeom—I received Wee Wisdom this morning, and I am sorry 
“The Promise Girl” is ended. My mother is sick but I trust in God to make 
her well. My mother takes Unity Magazine and she has a Unity bank.—T hora 
Goist, box 118, Ventura, Jowa. 


Dear Wees—I have never written to you before, but I like you very much. 
I have no one to play with, but I love the birds and plants and insects. Would 
you please pray for Ireland? Could you help me with my music and arithmetic? 
—Lois Trench, Saltspring, B. C. 


Dear Unity—Wee Wisdom helps me to be good, kind, and gentle to every- 
, love Wee Wisdom.—Mildred Conwell, 6841 Indiana ave., Kansas 
ity, Mo. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI just love you. I read you many times. I like the 
Bible Lessons the best. I would like to hear from Bertha Wood. I will gladly 
answer any other letters I may receive. Do I have a girl twin who is a Wee? 
If I have, I would like to hear from her. I am eleven years old. My birthday is 
May 15. I am sending you a verse I just made up. 


JUNE 
June is here, 
With skies so clear, 
And at noon it is so warm with the sun’s bright rays; 
These are surely summer days. 


—Alice Smith, RFD route 1, Box 110, Lake George, N. Y. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I wrote just a short time ago, but I must tell you how 
you have helped me. The other morning I woke up, all out of sorts. I had 
pains all over and still worse—a grouch. I sat down after breakfast and read 
Wee Wisdom. I said ““The Prayer of Faith,’ and before long I felt all right. 
I am sending a little poem, which I hope you will like. Will you please help 
me get over a very troublesome wart on my hand?—Katherine E. Morgan, Hills- 
borough, Calif. 

Dear Wees—I received the July number yesterday, and was very glad to 
get it. This is the first time I have written to you. I like to read the letters from 
the other Wees. I belong to a Booster Club. It has six members.—Martha 
Blunt, 319 Fillmore st., Denver, Colo. 


Dear Wees—I cannot come to your birthday party, so I am sending my 
love to all the Wees and Boosters. Yours for more Wees—Jack Young, 246 
N. Lima st., Sierra Madre, Calif. 


Dear Wees—We wish you a very happy birthday. We wish to join the 
Booster Club. We have a little Sunday school of our own on Sunday morning. 
We study from the Bible Lessons in Wee Wisdom. We then sing songs. I 
think that other Wees would like it very much. We should like to correspond 
with other Wees, about twelve or thirteen years of age. We would like to know 
whether there is a Booster Club in Milwaukee.—Grace and Julia Birchard, 395 
Fifteenth ave., Milwaukee, Wis. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very, very much. All your stories are 
lovely, but I think I like “Peter Pan” best.—Frances Hanson, 2 Hackmatack 
Road, S. Manchester, Conn. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have not written to you for some time, but I enjoy 
you just the same. I love to read the letters—Luella Weaver, box 207, Somer- 
ton, Ariz. 

Dear Wees—I have been getting your magazine every month. [ like its 
stories very much.—WNovella Bailey, 8911 Compton ave., Los Angeles, Calif. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—A week ago, I was ordered to the hospital to be 
operated on for appendicitis. In the evening, about 7:30 o'clock, Mother said, 
“Esther, everything else can fail, but God never fails.” At 8:30 o'clock when 
the doctor came, I was entirely healed. Mother and I had concentrated so much 
on the thought that ‘God never fails,” that I was healed. How we rejoiced in 
God’s goodness!—Esther Van L. Browne, 306 Resevoir st., Lancaster, Pa. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you from page to page. I think Wee Wis- 
dom is the best book I ever had. I received my July Wee Wisdom last night, 
and how glad I was to see it! Please send me a prayer for prosperity.—Ruth 
Lucille Munson, 224 A st., Swedeland, Pa. 


Dear Wees—I have enjoyed Wee Wisdom very much. I like all of the 
stories, but the ones I like best are ‘““The Promise Girl” and the Bible Lessons. 
I have been getting Wee Wisdom for one year, and I am going to subscribe for 
another year.—Florence Courter, 71 Cedar ave., Montclair, N. J. - 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a Booster. I have a dog named Lady, and 
one day she was on the back porch, when a boy who had a gun, shot her in the 
head, by accident. She became blind in one eye, but we held a truth statement 
and saw her eye perfect. In a few days her eye was entirely well. I have taken 
the Wee Wisdom for three years and enjoy it very much. The story I like best 
is Promise Girl.”"—Adelbert George Guamer, Seattle, Wash. 
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Dear Wees—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much. I especially enjoy 
Young Author’s department. I like ‘““The Promise Girl’’ and also like the poems. 
I earned Wee Wisdom’s expenses, picking apricots. I am a Booster and have a 
Booster pin—Joyce Durrenberger, box 453, San Jacinto, Calif. 


Dearest Wee Wisdom—Y ou were first sent to me about three years ago, 
and I really can’t express in words the good you have done for me. I love you, 
and love to read the stories, letters, and Bible Lessons. I am trying to make 
sunshine everywhere I go. I try to do good to every one, because I know I am 
God's child, and I am sure he is pleased with me when I do that. With love to 
all the Wees, I am yours in love and truth,—Frances Cave, 318 Main st., 
Nashville, Tenn. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I would like to write you and tell you how much I 
love Wee Wisdom. I wish it would come every week. I’m such a little girl 
that I don’t write very much yet. Grandma Lewis is writing this for me.— 
Betty Dean, 748 Thirty-fifth st., Milwaukee, Wis. 

My Dearest Wee Wisdom—It has been a long time since I wrote you last. 
My sisters and I have had our second subscription since then. I love Wee Wis- 
dom very much, and I know my sisters do, also.—/rene Stokes, 5345 Eleventh 
ave., Los Angeles, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—When I am at the seashore every summer, I cannot 
go to Sunday school, so I read your Bible Lessons. I love them and think of 
them all through the day. I don’t know many children here, so you keep me 
happy day and night.—Virginia Canty, 582 Thirty-first st., Oakland, Calif. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—We are at Unity Sunday school, a long way from 
Kansas City. Mrs. Ruth, our superintendent, has just told us about the christen- 
ing at Unity. We should love to be there. We love to read the beautiful stories 
in Wee Wisdom, and we wish it came every week, so we, too, could have a 
Sunday school paper. We use the Unity Truth statements to help us get our 
lessons, and to help us in overcoming. We sometimes tell of our demonstrations 
in Sunday school. To make one letter instead of eight, our secretary is writing 
this for our class—Emma Stevens, Fern Stevens, Geneva Stevens, Virginia 
Sowers, Stark Sowers, Alfred Thomas, Deane Ruth and Anna Lou Sowers, 
secretary.—Chehalis, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you so much, that I wish that you would come 
once a week. I have been a bad boy, but now I am a good boy. The Wee Wis- 
= sag 7 me a good boy.—Francis H. Swann, box 7, RFD route 3, The 

lains, Va. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—Are there any Boosters in Chicago? If so, will they 


please write to me? I am sending you a little poem.—Valier Scranton, 4623 
N. Clark st., Chicago, IIl. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love you, Wee Wisdom. I have read every chap- 
ter of ‘““The Promise Girl,’’ and I liked it very much. I am trying to be one 
myself. I have been reading on the cover what the little children dream. 
Grandma is going to give me Wee Wisdom for another year.—Sallie Mowry 
Clover, 815 Foust ave., Evanston, Ill. 


Dear Wees—I love to read “‘Peter Pan’ and the Bible Lessons. Some- 
times I read Wee Wisdom all over again. I have taken Wee Wisdom for two 
years, and am going to keep it up. I wish it would come twice a month. God 
bless you all.—Fern Berg, Fruita, Colo. 
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Dear Wees—lI have taken you for nearly a year and like you very much. 
og “The Promise Girl’ best.—Margaret Churchill, RFD route 2, Tangent, 

re. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending a little poem that I wrote all alone, for 
bs Wee Wisdom’s birthday party—Vera Lucy Shepard, South Royalston, 

ass. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Mother is taking Wee Wisdom for me. I am going 
to try to get the five subscriptions as soon as I can. I am sending you a little 
verse. I hope you will enjoy it as much as I.—Virginia Frances Gordon, Fair- 
light Cottage, Ardsley-on-Hudson, N. Y 

Dear Boosters—Mildred, my sister, is in the hospital with scarlet fever, 
and I am very lonely. Please ask the Boosters to pray that she will be well 
soon.—Florence Johnson, 4 Wakeman ave., Newark, N. J. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a big Wee, and have four little Wees, Walter, 
seven years; Mary Alice, five years; Almedia, two years; and Jesse R., nine 
months. We all want to enroll as Boosters. Walter likes ““Peter Pan” best, 
Mary Alice likes ““The Promise Girl,” Almedia likes Magic Pillows,”” and 
I guess Jesse R. must like it all best, because he tries to eat it up. I can truly 
say Wee Wisdom is a welcome visitor in our home. Find inclosed a birthday 
present.—Mrs. Janie Givens, Stillwater, Okla. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am inclosing a letter to you. This is only my sec- 
ond letter. I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much, especially the letters from other 
Wees. My mother takes Unity, and enjoys it very much. I have taken you for 
two years, and this will be my third. I do not think there is any one else in Napa 
who takes you, but I hope I can interest some one in the magazine.—Alice C. 
Scanlon, 214 Laurel South, Napa, Calif. — 

Dear Unity—I want to thank you for your prayers, for I made the double 
promotion I wrote you about. I had eleven E’s on my report and one G. 
Please find inclosed a love offering. You may discontinue prayers.—Mary 
Irene Grab, 367 Stratford ave., Pittsburg, Pa. : 


Dear Wees—I think Wee Wisdom is lovely. ‘‘Peter Pan’ and “The 
Promise Girl” and the poems are the best, I think. I think the poem which 
pg Violet Fancher wrote is very nice.—Joan Fingel, 702 Clay st., Green 

ay, Wis. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—Y our birthday should, of course, be remembered by 
me, so I am sending in a poem I have made up. Our Booster Club has had to 
be broken up, as some of us are away for the summer, but we think often of each 


other and of you.—Martha Lavell, Minneapolis, Minn. 
-Dear Wee Wisdom—lI could never do without you, for when I am at 


school and need a reading or recitation, I need only look into Wee Wisdom 
and there I can always find something suitable. My mother is going to have it sent 
to me through Unity’s Bank plan.—GCretchen L. G. Garvie, box 31, Perth, 
New Brunswick. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—It has been a long time since I wrote a letter to you. 
In my last letter, I asked for a twin and I surely received my share. A set of 
triplets answered my letter. They surely make good twins, because they answer 
all the letters I send to them. They are Wees, also. I enjoy all the stories and 
everything else in Wee Wisdom. I read it from cover to cover, just as soon as it 
arrives.—Rachel Mason, 1114 Hamilton ave., Grinnell, Jowa. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like ‘“‘Peter Pan,” ‘““The Promise Girl’ and 
“Lessons For Young Students.” I am sending you a story, which | hope to see 
in Wee Wisdom soon.—Mary Irene Grab, 367 Stratford ave., Pittsburgh, Pa. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My sister takes Wee Wisdom, and | think it a very 
nice paper.—E. Sam Haskins, Grafton, N. H. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you, Wee Wisdom, although I have had you 
just two months. I like the verses, the letters, “Peter Pan,” and the Bible Les- 
sons.—Rita Haskins, Grafton, N. H. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am inclosing a check for two membership pins. 
We will try to be good Boosters. I know some boys and girls who may like to be 
Boosters, later on.—Edith Frost, Park Road, Lexington, Mass. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been receiving you since Christmas time and 
I am especially interested in the Booster Club.— Billy M. Kilgore, Kenton, Ohio. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am inclosing $1 which I have saved up in my bank, 
for which I would like to have you send Wee Wisdom to Elizabeth Bolton, 
Robinson, Kans. I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much and I enjoy the letters of the 
Boosters.—Georgia Soden, Levant, Kans. 

Dear Wees—lI have been receiving Wee Wisdom for five months. Papa 
receives Unity Magazine, and I enjoy reading that, too. I hope that all my dear 
litle Wee brothers and sisters will read my poems that I am sending. Wee 
Wisdom is one of my best friends, when I am cross or ill-tempered. Please pray 
for 7” sister, who has a very sore throat.—Alice G. Gay, RFD route 3, La- 
cona, 


My dear Wees—This morning when I received your letter, I ran into the 


house, washed the dishes, and made my bed. Then, I sat down to my writing 
desk and wrote this little letter. I am sending a little story I made up.—Alice 
Brown, Hoyt st., El Monte, Calif. 

Alice’s little story was so full of sadness that we could not use it. Try 
again, Alice, and make your next story happy and glad. 


Caroline E. Rawlings, of Fossil, Wyo., sent fifty cents for the book, ““Treas- 
ure Box.”” Wee Wisdom has been going to Caroline’s house for a long time, 
and she and her sister are interested in all of its works. She would like the Wees 
to write to her. 

Anetta Freeman, 232 So. Colina ave., Los Angeles, Calif., has had 
Wee Wisdom for a year. She asks for the addresses of Rose Winefred Draper, 
Winnie Morgan Mololm, Hazel Reardon, and Alice Evelyn Smith. We have 
not space to give these addresses, but if these girls wish, they may write to 
Anetta.. She would also like to get letters from some Wees living in foreign 
countries, and asks if there are Wees in France, Italy, Switzerland, Spain, and 
Ireland. If you do not know of Wees in these countries, let us all see if we 
can’t find a way to reach some boys and girls in each one, and make Wees of 
them. 

Rosa Locke, of Chillicothe, Texas, has had Wee Wisdom for three years, 
and has just written her first letter. She enjoys everything in the magazine. If 
there is a Booster club near her home town, Rosa would like to join it. 

We have a letter from Margaret Carleson, box 57, Manette, Wash., in 
which she tells of their lovely water front home. Margaret thinks it a wonderful 
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privilege to have the opportunity to learn of her relation to God while she is a 
little girl. 

These children report splendid demonstrations: Odessa Lewis, age nine, 
declared the Truth for her school work, and passed successfully to a higher grade. 
Elizabeth Corrigan, age five, asked Jesus to help her find her lost kitty, and the 
kitten came home right away. When Enid Inch’s mother injured her hand in a 
washing machine, Enid, age nine, said, ““Don’t you dare put a bandage on your 
hand; I’m treating you.” Enid declared, “Love never faileth,” and it didn’t, 
for her mother’s hand got well at once. 

Dennis Stoll, Carlton House, Putney Hill, London, England, has joined the 
Booster Club, and asks that other Boosters, who live in London, write to him. 
Dennis sent a love offering, besides the money for his Booster pin. 

Azel Martin, care of A. D. Martin, Gashland, Mo., one of our new 
Boosters, writes that he loves to read the Wee Wisdom books. 

Gertrude Martin, in care of A. D. Martin, Gashland, Mo., likes to read 
Wee Wisdom, and has joined the Booster Club. 

Henrietta Koellmann, RFD 2, Granite City, IIl., has sent us a story, the 
first story she ever wrote, and says that Wee Wisdom has helped her very much. 


New MEMBERS OF THE BoosTER CLUB: 

Billy M. Kilgore, Kenton, Ohio; Claudia La Bruyere, 908 Tracy st., 
Kansas City, Mo.; Paul Kelly, 48 Storey st., Cruz, Calif.; Catherine C. 
Perkins, 448 Trowbridge st., Allegan, Mich.; Katie Ormsby, RFD route 9, 
box 638, Dallas, Texas; Jimmie Burns Graham, 826 Fedora st., Los Angeles, 
Calif.; Ellen B. Palfrey, 2800 Dante st., New Orleans, La.; Lorien Mills, 
36 Daniel st., Waycross, Ga.; Grace Vandivier, RFD route 3, box 89, Frank- 
lin, Ind.; Evelyn A. Ingels, 4502 Brookdale ave., Oakland, Calif.; Fay 
Blakeley, box 322, Westwood, Calif.; Helen Alexander, 322 Stockdale st., 
Flint, Mich.; Evelyn Zuches, Seaside, Calif.; Gertrude Waters, Philadelphia, 
Pa.; Clifton Carlson, 1923 S. 49th Court, Cicero, Ill.; Franklin McEwen, 
Hollywood ave., Horseneck Road, Caldwell, N. Y.; Janet Beker, 18 San Carlos 
apts., Cincinnati, Ohio; Elizabeth Beulmer, 1214 Thirteenth st., Douglas, 
Ariz.; Elizabeth Megown, box 503, Riverton, Wyo.; Barbara Herr, RFD 
route 1, box 114, Golden, Colo.; Paul Parker, Trinity, Calif.; Thora Goist, 
box 118, Ventura, Iowa; Geraldine Morton, South Jacksonville, Fla.; Lois 
Trench, Saltspring, B. C., Canada; Rita Haskins, Grafton, N. H.; Georgia 
Soden, Levant, Kans.; Laverna Jones, Canton, S. D.; Beryl Jourdan, Almond, 
N. Y.; Roberta Ferguson, Fairbanks, Alaska; Jean Fuehrer, 1709 Himrod 
st., Brooklyn, N. Y.; Alice G. Gay, RFD route 3, Lacona, N. Y.; Edith 
Frost, Park Road, Lexington, Mass.; Jaxie Cozart, Creedmoor, N. C.; Mor- 
rissette Morton, South Jacksonville, Fla.; Rosamond Frost, Park Road, Lex- 
ington, Mass.; Ella Fuehrer, 1709 Himrod st., Brooklyn, N. Y.; Centella 
Essmueller, 3701 Hartford st., St. Louis, Mo.; Harriett James, 411 Nostrand 
st., Chariton, Iowa; Doris Leibbrandt, box 5035, Johannesburg, Transvaal, 
S. Africa; Eleanore Morrow, Littleton, Colo.; Margaret E. Fawcett, 319 N. 
Fifth ave., Maywood, Ill.; Hazel Braley, Grafton, N. H.;Ruth Arlouine 
Black, Waubay, S. D.; May McCloskey, 2010 North st., Logansport, Ind. ; 
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Inez Huffington, 23 Neil st., Saranac Lake, N. Y.; Marion Oswald, RFD 
route |, box 52, Remlap, Ala.; Dorris Owens, RFD route |, box 52, Remlap, 
Ala.; Vella Shillcutt, Fressie Shillcutt, and Elizabeth Shillcutt, 417 Couch st., 
Fort Scott, Kans.; Dorothy Mabel Allen, 2311 Empire st., Joplin, Mo.; Clara 
Heilman, 1411 Republic st., Cincinnati, Ohio; Dorothy Butler, Long Point, 
Ill.; Dorothy Ayahr Newhouse, 2705 S. Seventh st., Terre Haute, Ind. 


Wees WHo WANT To CoRRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES: 


Jaxie Cozart, Creedmoor, N. C.; Alice G. Gray, RFD route 3, Lacona, 
N. Y.; Gunhild Jernberg, Bayou La Batre, Ala.; Charlotte Elton, Owl’s End 
Island, Stony Creek, Conn.; Phyllis Boyce, RFD route 5, Ladner, B. C., Can- 
ada; Shirley S. Darling, South Main st., Pascoag, R. I.; Lucile Hauerwas, 
4502 Sixteenth ave., Rock Island, Ill.; Vella Shillcutt, 417 Couch st., Fort 
Scott, Kans.; Rosamond Jones, Canton, S. D.; Rita Haskins, Grafton, N. H.; 
Mary Irene Grab, 367 Stratford ave., Pittsburg, Pa.; Bobbie Karsch, Farming- 
ton, Mo.; Emmie Murgatroyd, 134 Hollin Bank Terrace, Brierfield, Lan- 
caster, England; Catherine A. Collins, Lighth and Wilson sts., Olympia, Wash. ; 
Margaret Churchill, RFD route 2, Tangent, Oregon; Thora Goist, box 118, 
Ventura, Iowa; Lena Wyman, Fitzdale, Vt.; Barbara Herr, RFD route |, box 
114, Golden, Colo.; Elizabeth Megown, box 503, Riverton, Wyo.; Virginia 
Canty, 582 Thirty-first st., Oakland, Calif.; Elizabeth Beumler, 1214 Thir- 
teenth st., Douglas, Ariz.; Clifton Carlson, 1923 S. 49th Court, Cicero, IIL. ; 
Virginia Marie Alexander, 322 Stockdale st., Flint, Mich.; Fay Blakeley, box 
322, Westwood, Calif.; Evelyn A. Ingels, 4502 Brookdale ave., Oakland, 
Calif.; Joyce Durrenberger, box 453, San Jacinto, Calif.; Grace Vandivier, 
RFD route 3, box 89, Franklin, Ind.; Florence Courter, 71 Cedar ave., Mont- 
clair, N. J.; Ruth Lucille Munson, 224 A st., Swedeland, Pa.; Katie Ormsby, 
RFD route 9, box 638, Dallas, Texas; Luella Weaver, box 207, Somerton, 
Ariz.; Frances Hanson, 2 Hackmatack Road, S. Manchester, Conn.; Jack 
Young, 246 N. Lima st., Sierra Madre, Calif.; Martha Blunt, 319 Fillmore 
st., Denver, Colo. ; Maurine Crowther, Orisi, Calif.; Ellen Palfrey, 2800 Dante 
st., New Orleans, La.; Thelma Myrick, Van Buren, Ark.; Clara Heilman, 
1411 Republic st., Cincinnati, Ohio; Dorothy Ayahr Newhouse, 2705 S. 
Seventh st., Terre Haute, Ind.; Marion Oswald and Dorris Owens, RFD route 
1, box 52, Remlap, Ala.; Hilda Dorman, RFD route 1, Scranton, Iowa; 
Geneva M. Tenfel, Sidney, Mich.; Maxine Spink, 510 Pulliam st., San Angelo, 
Texas; Fressie Shillcutt, 417 Couch st., Fort Scott, Kans. 


YOUR LETTER 


If your letter to Wee Wisdom for the birthday party did not appear in the 
birthday number, it was because it was received too late. A great many Wees 
and Boosters mailed their letters at about the time Wee Wisdom went to press. 
Wee Wisdom thanks all the kind friends who sent love and good wishes, and 
hopes they will come again next year—THE EpiTor. 


WEE WISDOM 


Lesson 12, SEPTEMBER 18, 1921. 
ABSTINENCE FOR THE SAKE OF OTHERS.—I Corinthians 
10:23-33; 3:16, 17. 
GoLDEN TExT—Whether therefore ye eat, or drink, or whatsoever 
ve do, do all to the glory of God.—I Corinthians 10:31. 


The lesson today mentions what it is right, and.what it is wrong for 
us to do. Paul told the people that they might do many things which 
would be “lawful,” but he cautioned them, lest their actions hurt some 
one else. For instance, it would be right to romp and play and make a big 
noise, if one so desired; yet if such playing interfered with the rest or quiet 
of another, it would not be a kindly act to continue it. The question is 
not, What have I liberty to do? but, What does love prompt me to do? 
Paul also tells the people, ““Ye are the temple of God.” Think of your 
body as being the temple in which the living God dwells. Could God 
dwell in anything that was not beautiful and holy and perfect? Then we 
must no longer think of our bodies as being weak and sick and suffering. 


We must see them as the beautiful dwelling places of the Holy Spirit. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 
_ Tell, in your own way, why we should not always do everything which 
it is lawful for us to do. Also explain what is meant by the “temple of the 
living God.” 
HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—Love reigns in my heart 
and governs all my actions. 


Lesson 13, SEPTEMBER 25, 1921. 
REVIEW. 
GoLDEN TEXT—As we have opportunity, let us work that which is 
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good toward all men, and especially toward them that are of the household 
of the faith Galatians 6:10. 


The lessons of this quarter are all about Paul, his life, and his teach- 
gs. Tell what you remember of the following events, beginning in Lesson 


Paul’s birth and education in Jerusalem. 

His part in the death of Stephen. 

His conversion, his first preaching, and his stoning in Lystra. 

His journey with Timothy. 

The beginning of his ministry in Europe. 

His imprisonment and deliverance at Philippi. 

His letter to the Corinthian church concerning what it was right and 
lawful for them to do. 
Remember these things about Paul: 
He was prompt to obey the call of God when it came. 
He was unwilling to take to himself any of the glory which belonged to 
God. 

He had great ability to sing and to pray, even in time of great suf- 
fering. 

He always showed consideration for the rights of others. 


Lesson 1, OcTOBER 2, 1921. 
PAUL IN CORINTH.—Acts 18:1-11. 
GoLDEN TEXT—I/ will know only Jesus Christ. 


Paul went from Athens to Corinth, where he secured work as a tent- 
maker. Doubtless he became very tired, through the week; but every Sun- 
day found him ready to preach the gospel of Jesus Christ. He was bitterly 
opposed on every hand, yet he did not lose faith, and so the Lord appeared 
to him and comforted him. He said to Paul: “Be not afraid. . . for I 
am with thee, and no man shall set on thee to harm thee.” Think how it 
must have strengthened Paul to hear these words! God not only told Paul 
not to fear, but gave him a reason for not being afraid, that is: “For I am 
with thee.” The Lord is saying those very words to us. What wonderful 
things we may do, if only we learn to trust his words! 

This lesson shows that God had a certain work for Paul to do, and 
there was no power that could prevent him, when God was back of him. 
God is always with those who are working for Him. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

What happens when one becomes discouraged, and fails to depend 

upon God’s promises? Such a one is defeated. 


What reason does God give us for having no fear? The promise that 
he is with us. 
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Give as many reasons as you can for Paul’s success. 
HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—/ pill not be afraid, for 
the Lord is with me. 


Lesson 2, OcToBER 9, 1921. 
PAUL AT EPHESUS.—Acts 19:8-20. 

GOLDEN TEXT—Thou shalt worship the Lord thy God, and him only 
shalt thou serve—Matthew 4:10. 

For three months, Paul preached in Ephesus; and while many who 
heard him were converted, there were also many who continued to doubt. 
These doubters tried to make light of Paul’s teaching, and to turn others 
against Jesus Christ. 

Some of these people at Ephesus, seeing what wonderful things Paul 
was able to do in the name of Jesus Christ, thought to use the same means 
to make money. But they soon learned that, for one to do anything in the 
name of the Lord Jesus Christ, he must first believe in him and worship 
him. Unless we really believe in the Christ, the healing words which we 
proclaim in his name will have no power. There were many people in 
Ephesus who still believed in “magic” and “charms.” 

When these people learned of the power of the word of God, they 
brought all their books and burned them, and acknowledged that all real 
power was in God and his Word. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

What is necessary to heal people in the name of Jesus Christ? Faith 
in the power of Jesus Christ. 

Can the word of God be used as a scheme to make money? No. If 
one does not speak the word in sincerity it has no power. 

Is there any power in “magic” or “charms?” No. All power is in 
God and his Word. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—I have faith in the power 
of God’s Word. 


Lesson 3, OcTOBER 16, 1921. 


PAUL WRITES TO THE CHRISTIANS AT CORINTH.—I 
Corinthians 1:10, 11; 13:1-13. 

GoLDEN TEXT—But now abideth faith, hope, love, these three; and 
the greatest of these is love.—I Corinthians 13:13. 

You all know the wonderful power of love, and what a truly great 
thing it is. It is a joy to read all the things which love can do. It has 
fifteen marks that are never wanting: (1) It “‘suffereth” (endures) long. 
(2) Love is kind, gentle, and tender. (3) Love never envies. (4) Love 
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does not think itself all-important. (5) Love does not have the idea that 
it “knows it all.”” (6) Love is too considerate of the feelings of others, to do 
anything which would injure their feelings. (7) Love knows that her own 
will come to her without being sought. (8) Nothing irritates love. (9) 
Love does not know evil. (10) Love does not rejoice in anything that is 
not good and true. (11) Love is joyful over the truth it sees in others. 
(12) Love “beareth all things.” (13) Love “believeth all things.” (14) 
Love never loses faith and hope. (15) Love “endureth all things.” 


Questions for the Children to Answer ; 
Tell in your own words what you know of love, and what love will 


do. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—Love is the greatest force 
in my life. 


A LITTLE TEACHER 
BERTHA PETERSON (14 years) 


Little squirrel—I declare! 
How you sit a laughing there! 
Tell me, what has made you smile? 


What has cheered you through each trial ? 


Every day I see you there 
In that branch so green and fair, 
Always happy—wonder-wise— 
Like a fairy in disguise. 


Seems to me there is a teaching, 
Which to mortals is not reaching, 
While a little squirrel like you 
Must have heard and found it true. 


There you go a tripping by, 
With your soft tail to the sky. 

Can that be your answer, friend? 
Should our hearts to heaven ascend ? 


Ah! dear little friend of mine! 
Thank you for that truth divine. 


Evermore my thoughts shall rise 
And my eyes lift to the skies. 


WEE WISDOM 


A LOVE STORY FROM SHAKESPEARE 
: (Fill in the blanks with the titles of Shakespeare’s works or the 


names of characters in his plays. For example, the first one is “Romeo 
and Juliet.”’) 

were lovers. When he proposed to her she said 
—. He bought the ring from —————._ The courtship 
seemed to them a veritable —-—————. The wedding date was set 
for the ——————_, and and were among 
the invited guests. The ceremony was performed by ‘ 
They had a cozy home in a distant —-——————,, and passed many 
evenings before the open fire, with a cheerful ——————_._ However, 
the bride soon proved to have a temper like a ——————, and the 
poor man said his occupation was growing into ———————.._ Their 
first quarrel sprang from ———————. They took their troubles be- 
fore that great lawyer, ——————, who advised them to return home 
and talk things over. They concluded that it was all 
—__—_———, so this ends the tale. 


SOLUTIONS TO AUGUST PUZZLES 
Enigma. 
Answer | 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 
Conundrum. 
“B” would have made it Bark. 


The chestnut burrs are like porcupines, 
All full of prickles and stings and spines; 
But when their hearts they open wide, 
You'll find they’re very good inside. 
—Martha B. Banks. 
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The scissors man, he just went by, 
With bell atinkle. 

He wears blue glasses, and his face 
Is all awrinkle. 


He made his fingers go, 
Like scissors snipping; 
And said he saw some noses 


He'd be clipping. 
And Bobbie got all scared 


And started runnin’ — 
But that old scissors man 
Was only funnin’ 


abo alge LT | | 
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BIG LITTLE THINGS 


EXPECT you are glad that it is time to go back to the 
city,” said a neighbor to Curtis, the other day. “You 
must get lonesome, out here all summer.” 

“‘Lonesome?”’ echoed Son in surprise, “why, I 
should say I don’t.” 
““But what do you do, all day? My children get 
lonesome, and there are three of them.” 
“Oh! I play,” began Curtis, “and work—a littl— 
and well, I do a little of everything, I guess. Any- 
way, I don’t get lonesome.” 

When the neighbor had gone, we sat in the swing under the 
trees, and talked it over. 

“Tt has been a pleasant summer, Son,” I began. 

“Summer sun, is right,” laughed Curtis, “‘and pretty hot too; but 
some way, Mother, it never is quite so hot out in the garden as it looks 
from the shade of the trees.” 

“T have noticed that, too, and I can’t think why it is, unless it is 
because we become so interested that we forget the heat. There is 
something exhilarating about gathering the vegetables and fruits which 
we have watched and tended. The finding of a long, green cucumber, 
hidden under the large leaves; the discovery of the first ripe, red to- 
mato; the first glimpse of the tiny, shiny, green peppers—each of these 
brings a thrill of real pleasure.” : 

Then there are the flowers. How could the days drag, when 
every morning brings fresh blooms covered with dew? Who 
could be lonesome when each noon sun draws from roses, sweet 
peas, and petunias, a fragrance which is proof enough that heaven is 
very near indeed? 

One hot day, I reluctantly put on my sun hat and gloves, and 
started for the patch of red raspberries. I expected a hot, prickly job, 
but before I had been there many minutes, I discovered that I was 
enjoying myself. It was very quiet there, with just an occasional bird 


36 
} 
4 
i 
O 


WEE WISDOM 37 
call to break the stillness. The sky was very blue and cloudless. But 


it was neither of these things that was making me forget the perspira- 
tion trickling down my face, and the thorns that found their way into 
my flesh. 

The hot sun was drawing from those ripe, red raspberries, the 
most delicious smell imaginable. The grouchiest grouch in the world 
would have to disappear under the spell of that perfume. I was thank- 
ful indeed for my nose—pug though it be. 

Some of these things Son and I spoke of, as we were swinging 
under the maples. We recalled the hours spent watching the mother 
hen, teaching her little chicks to eat and drink. They were watching 
her, and then scratching industriously. Wasted hours? Well, maybe; 
but they taught us a little more of the great system called life. 

Curtis remembered the day when he had found the tiny rabbit 
trying to push himself through the meshes of our woven wire fence. 
He brought him to me, and while I held the soft little body gently 
in my hands, Curtis ran for a lettuce leaf. The bunny was too uneasy 
to eat, so after telling him not to be afraid, we put him back in the 
high clump of weeds. Just holding that helpless baby thing for a 
while made us feel more gentle and loving toward all God’s world. 

We did not forget the long afternoons when we read aloud, some 
wonderful stories. How much longer we remember the books read 
aloud. The characters become real friends. 

Then we thought of the sunsets. How at the close of the long, 
hot days, with the promise of a cool night already in the air, we had 
watched the Master hand, blending colors in the western sky. 

There is a tree on the skyline which, with the setting sun behind 
it, looks like the head of a huge camel. When the shadows are deep, 
we wait for the first star. Soon after her, come her sisters, popping 
out all over the sky, and then the moon, peeping at us through the 
swaying leaves. 

So ends the day, and so ends our summer. We are glad to go 
back to schoolmates and teachers, and to the hustle of school life. We 
shall more easily learn book lessons, because of the lessons we have 
lived this summer. If we have learned only this, that a happy life 
comes, not from wild joys now and then, but from little everyday 
pleasures, then our summer has been an education. 


DON'T CRITICIZE 
CLARA R. BETE 

Don’t criticize your neighbor, dear, 

To him you may seem just as queer! 


: 
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ACURIOUS DOLL 
MARY RELLIS. 


I've a cute little dolly, you never could guess 
Where it came from: Down under the ground. 


Though you hunted for more than a year, I 
confess 


Her equal could never be found. 


She is very petite, and she never will eat, 


And never a word has she said; 
And how could she smile, though she tried quite 
a while: 


She has only a peanut head! 


! 
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THE ROCKIE-DOODLE HORSE 
ANN RoE-ANDERSON 


Rockie-Doodle is a very good rainy day horse. He can be made 
from an empty cracker box or a breakfast food box; or any stiff card- 
board will do. His body, as you will see by the diagram, is three 
inches long, by one and one fourth inches wide, with the front and back 
of him cut slanting. His neck is five eighths of an inch wide by two 
and three fourths inches long, one end of which is cut “bias.” Bias 
means that the corner is cut off. The point that is left on the end of 


his neck, makes one ear. His head is five eights of an inch wide, by 
one and three fourths inches long. Cut one end of his head bias. This 
point will make the other ear. In the opposite end of his head, cut a 
mouth. Cut four pieces for legs, three eighths of an inch wide, by one 
inch long. His tail is half of a square, cut from corner to corner, and 
is called a triangle. His rockers are four and one fourth inches long, 
by one and one fourth inches wide. Be sure to put the big end of 
the rockers in front. If you don’t do this, Rockie-Doodle will fall 
right over, and bump his nose. From thin paper, cut out sample 
rockers until you have one that looks just right, then lay it down on the 
cardboard, and mark around it. Make two rockers. 

Now paste Rockie-Doodle together, just like the picture, with 
two of his legs and a rocker on each side of his body. When he is 


dry, spread apart the rockers and legs; stand him up, and away he 
goes! 
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SIR SMILE-UPS 
By Mary BrREWERTON DE WITT 


Sir Smile-Ups is a jolly kidlet 
who carries off about half-a-hundred 
thrilling adventures in the land of 
experience—always with his mouth 
curved upward—and, consequently, 
happy results for all concerned. 
Each venture is told in jingly verse 
which delights children. Many full 
page illustrations, with Sir Smile- 
Ups always in the limelight, help to 
create and keep up the interest. 
Our artist is happiest when he is 
making these pictures for the little 
ones. That’s why he does them so 
well. And the author has certainly 
placed herself in that land of make- 
believe where children love to linger. 
Artistic binding, companion volume in size and make-up to 


““Wee Wisdom’s Way;”’ price, $1.00. 
LOVE'S ROSES 


By Lucy KELLERHOUSE 


This charming story is about a 
little girl named Thelma, who lived 
in the fairyland of Once-upon-a- 
time, ruled over by a_ beautiful 
queen. 

Only under certain conditions 
could any girl visit the queen’s pal- 
ace; and Thelma’s efforts to pre- 
pare herself for this exciting trip 
make the story most interesting, 
especially for girls. 

When you read it, you will be 
able to carry yourself, in your im- 
agination, to the queen’s court, and 
there you will enjoy with Thelma, 
the glory of the adorable queen’s 

- presence, as she is surrounded by 
her retainers, all shimmery in white and gold. In lovely sea-green 
paper cover, inclosed in envelope; 25 cts. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Tenth and Tracy Avenue, Kansas City, Mo. 
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BLANCHE 


Long back there in June time 


When our school was out, 


LZ Thought I'd like vacation 


Just ten years—about. 


Summer's been a dandy; 


‘ I've had loads of fun— 
ve a oaas oO un: Y 


Brown as any Indian— 


Playing in the sun. 


Now it is September, 


Time for school, and well— 


4, 
I won't be so sorry, ae 
Hearing that old bell. 
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4 My mind is clear and 


bright as day. 


! J) The sun has chased the 


clouds away. 


‘yj My lessons I can 


understand— 

For I've God's 
knowledge right 
at hand. 


T've worked and played, 
both with a will; 


I go to sleep with, “Peace, 
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